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Hot, Young ¢ Free 


Author's Notes: 
This is only fiction, and | do not own any of the characters. 


The car was lifting small clouds of hot dust as we drove by, riding in the Mohave desert, blasting Led Zeppelin 
and taking shots from a bottle of bourbon. Axl was driving, and he was singing along to Kashmir, loudly, deeply, 
passion in his voice and love in his eyes, Duff and Izzy were almost passed out on the back seat, giggling 
stupidly at some incoherent remarks Steven was making. | was sitting on the front, next to Axl, my hands 
wrapped around the bottle and a grin on my face, and everything was easy, everything was bright. 

We were the guns and the fucking roses, the world was out to get us, and we were ready. 

We would offer our raw souls, our broken dreams and hopeless thoughts; our desillusion and our expectations. 
We would bare our bodies and uncover our minds; throw ourselves to the world like gladiators in the arena. 
But we were tough, and we feared nothing. 

We had been through hell, we had drank and drank and drank until our bodies were numb and our minds 
clouded, starry, magnificent. 

Drugs were the sublime and the transcendent, they were our redemption and our demons. 


They would be our downfall and our slow, slow descent towards the gates of Hell, when Lucifer would open to 


us, he would be cradling some golden brown in his clawed hands. 

But none of this did matter at the time; we were hot, young and free, and there was nothing, nothing, nothing, 
to bring us down. The sun of California was beaming upon us, warm and reassuring, and the air smelled like 
sand and dust and cigarettes. 

| passed my bottle to Axl. The man accepted it with a nod and took a long sip, letting the alcohol swirl around 
his tongue before swallowing it. His Adam apple went up and down, and | stared, unable to look away, my head 
dazed and my eyelids heavy already. 

| was hot, young and free, and Axl was my damn temptation. 


